"HAIL    TO    THE    CHIEF." 


IN   TRAFALGAR    SQUARE. 


i8?6 


<'THESE     FIFTY 
YEARS" 


1906 


JUBILEE    OF 

y.  Keir  Hardie^  M-T- 

SOUTH    WEST    HAM 1892-1895. 

MERTHYR    TYDVIL 1900 

=1      RE-ELECTED   1906.  = 


First    Chairman 

of  the  Independ' 

ent  Labour  Party ^ 

1893- 


n 


600    Branches 
send    congratula- 
tions and  best 
wishes^  igo6^ 


'•FOR  THE  CAUSE  ALONE  IS  WORTHY  TILL  THE 
GOOD  DAYS  BRING  THE  BEST." 


he  Natio7tal  Admin- 
istrative Qouncil  ^ 
of  the  Independent 
Labour  Party.  ^= 


A  T-  HOME 

Memorial  Hallj  Farringdon  St.^ 
Friday  J     October     iGth^     1906, 

FROM  7-30  P.M.  TO  CELEBRATE  THE 
"'  JUBILEE    OF     

y.    K^ir   Hardie^   ^.T., 

GUEST  OF  THE  EVENING  WITH 
MEMBERS  OF  THE  PARLIAMENTARY 
LABOUR   PARTY.  ""- 


TN  the  absence  of  J.  Ramsay  MacDonald^ 
M,P.  (Chairman)^  travelling  abroad^ 
the  company  will  be  received  by  /.  Bt'uce 
Qlasier^  (Qhairman  1900-3 J^  Tbilip  Snowden^ 
M,T.,  (Chairman  1903  6)^  T,  D.  Benson, 
(Treasurer).^  and  Isabella  O.  Ford,  //. 
"Brockhouse,  IV,  Field,  Jno.  Hovoard,  Margaret 
MacMillan,  Thos.  Richardson,  W,  Stewart, 
(3\dembers  of  the  Council),  and  Francis 
Johnson,    General  Secretary.  


iVlarij   of   ¥Sitrgytc^ 

T  HAVE  heard  the  mavis  singing 

His  love-song  to  the  morn  ; 
I  have  seen  the  dew-drop  clinging 

To  the  rose  just  newly  born  ; 
But  a  sweeter  voice  has  cheered  me 

At  the  evening's  gentle  close, 
And  Fve  seen  an  eye  still  brighter 

Than  the  dewdrop  on  the  rose, 
'Twas  thy  voice,  my  gentle  iMary, 

And  thine  artless,  winning  smile. 
That  has  made  this  world  an  Eden, 

Bonnie  Mary  of  Argyle. 

Tho'  thy  face  may  lose  its  sweetness. 

And  thine  eye  its  brightness,  too, 
Tho'  thy  feet  may  lack  their  fleetness. 

And  thine  hair  its  sunny  hue ; 
Still  to  me  wilt  thou  be  dearer 

Than  all  the  world  can  own  ; 
I  have  loved  thee  for  thy  beauty, 

But  not  for  that  alone, 
'Twas  thy  heart,  my  gentle  Mary, 

And  its  goodness  was  the  wile. 
That  has  made  me  thine  for  ever, 

Bonnie  Mary  of  Argyle. 


AT    HOME, 


THE    RYDAL   PRESS, 
KEIGH  LE Y . 


